VISITATIONS

stand so manifestly in a class apart ? Because he lets us
up higher and far more frequently, down incomparably
less often and less low, than any other poet.

J'ai vu parfois, au fond d'un theatre banal

Qu'enflammait Porchestre sonore,
Une fee allumer dans un ciel infernal

Une miraculeuse aurore ;
J'ai vu parfois au fond d'un theatre banal

Un etre qui n'etait que lumiere, or et gaze,

Terrasser l'enorme Satan ;
Mais mon cceur, que jamais ne visite l'extase,

Est un theatre ou Ton attend
Toujours, toujours en vain, l'fitre aux ailes de gaze !

CHARLES  BAUDELAIRE.

Dear night ! this world's defeat;

The stop to busy fools; care's check and curb ;

The day of spirits ; my soul's calm retreat,

Which none disturb !

Christ's progress and his prayer time ;

The hours to which high Heaven doth chime ;

God's silent searching flight;

When my Lord's head is filled with dew, and all

His locks are wet with the clear drops of night;

His still, soft call;

His knocking time ; the soul's dumb watch,

When spirits their fair kindred catch.

Were all my loud evil days
Calm and unhaunted as is thy dark tent,
Whose peace but by some angel's wing or voice
Is seldom rent;